52                   LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

XXXV.

December, 1842.

I HAVE spent several days in bed medi-
tating on the things of this world. I
seemed to be on the declivity of a moun-
tain which I had climbed with much fatigue
and some amusement. This declivity was
very rough and very annoying. The only
consolation which I discovered was a little
sunlight at a great distance, a few months
spent in Italy, in Spain, or in Greece, in
oblivion of the entire world, the present
and the future.

XXXVI.

Tuesday night, December, 1842.
THERE was something in your letter of
to-day, among a lot of harsh things and of
sombre, cold thoughts, something which is
true: *' I think that I never loved you so
much as yesterday." You might have
added: " I love you less to-day/' I am
sure that if you were to-day as you were Balzac.o
